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THE DEESIDE LASS. 


INVOCATION. 

Like wild bird seaward journeying ; 

Leave thy loved land, to which belongs 
The riches of thy matchless songs ; 

Come in thy splendour, fair and free, 

I long to see thy beauteous face, 

And catch, mayhap, some kindling thrill 
Of that divine, impassioned skill 
Which flamed into immortal fire 
When Ayr’s proud peasant tuned the lyre, 

And swept its thrilling chords along 
In bursts of sweet, ecstatic song. 

What though fair Scotland’s hills and streams 

What though her tongue I rarely hear 

Thy glowing presence aye shall be 
A joyous all in all to me. 
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For rosy Mirth, with beaming eyes, 

Shall laugh at Folly’s thin disguise; 

Shall light, with ready flash, the while; 

The false shall meet with scathing Scorn, 
The proud be toss’d on Satire's horn, 

And Reason’s light fall fierce and free 
On holy-eyed Hypocrisy. 

And aye we’ll mark, with grateful mind, 
God’s goodness blent in human kind ; 

For none e’er breath'd His quickening air 
But some fair traces linger'd there 
Of Him who made us pure and good, 
Some claim to His great fatherhood,— 
Some traces of a hand divine, 

That, gem-like in a darksome mine, 

Awaits the hour when fate or chance 
Withdraws the bonds of circumstance, 

And crowns the golden hour that brings 
To light earth’s hidden, precious things. 

And thou, O Freedom ! ever blest, 
Enthroned fair goddess of the West: 

O may the quenchless love of thee 

And through and through our simple song 
The love of right, the hate of wrong 



inn 


THE DEES/DE L, 



And all shall 
A river shining 
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pAi^r f'HST. 


Lay hush'd like beauty lulled to 


The glitt'ring streaks of loch and stream, 
That sparkled to the wandering eye 
As if the starry spangled sky, 

That spread above in golden glow, 

Was mirror'd in the earth below. 

Deep silence wrapped the solitudes 
Of lonely wilds and solemn woods 
That blithely rang the livelong day 
With many a warbled roundelay, 

From skylark’s song that hailed the morn, 
When pearly dew begemm’d the corn ; 

Had rung the feather'd choirs of June, 

Till last the mavis’ mellow hymn 
Brought gloaming, with its shadows dim. 

• 



By hazelly banks to join the Dec 
Two lovers walk’d with gentle pace, 

And youth glow'd sweet in cither face. 

The lad was rosy-cheek’d and fair, 

With lustrous eyes, and wavy hair 
That hung in shining ringlets down 
A neck the sun had ting’d with brown. 
His stalwart form and ev'ry limb 
Showed strength and beauty joined in him 
His modest, martial Highland dress 
Showed more than common gentleness : 
Dull labor had not scarr’d his brow; 

His hands had never held the plough ; 
His perfect feet had never trod, 

Through weary days, the miry clod ; 

While through his eyes the tender soul 
Spoke of a quiet self-control, 

That ever to the spirit brings 
Repose among the thousand things 
That mark life's wear)', wasting cares 
That come forever unawares. 

In brief, he seem’d by Nature's plan 
The perfect model of a man. 

The lass was bonnie, and the Muse 
Knows hardly how or where to choose 
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Unfathom’d in its depth it seem’d : 

A ceaseless fount of joy, it gleam’d 
Mysterious as the stars and free 
From shadows as a sunlit sea, 

Forever flashing, and the while 
Lit up with an eternal smile. 

Her wondrous wealth of golden hair 
Was tinged with silver here and there. 
Her glowing face in rosy youth 
Breath'd innocence and trustful truth. 
Upon her forehead, broad and bare, 
The calmness of the summer air 
Seem’d resting as in perfect peace ; 


Their restless fires, and, shining there, 

All strong in keen intelligence. 

What though her shapely arm and hand 
By toil 'neath summer suns were tann’d; 



Showed labour's honest humbleness 

And gathers strength from ev'ry blast. 
Till fixed in stately form at last 
It standeth like the waving pine, 
Serenely in the calm sunshine, 
Serenely when the tempests lower 
It stands in beauty and in power. 

Like Hebe bright or Juno fair. 


That one beholding might divine 
She would have graced the fabled 

And drank Castalia’s crystal rill, 
^hat bright-eyed, bonnie Deeside las 


The lad poured forth his manly 
In unpremeditated art : 

Drank in his soulful eloquence; 
For long the lad had been to her 
A silent, earnest worshipper; 
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And long the lass had been to him 
As one who keeps the dark and dim 
Seclusion of her virgin thought, 

Till fate a sudden light had brought 
And flash’d their hidden fires to view 
With love’s light dazzling through and through. 

Around and woven overhead 
The hazel branches darkly spread ; 

The sweet perfume of myriad flowers 
Came scenting all the sylvan bowers ; 

The streamlet, as it gleam’d along, 

Sang to the night a quiet song. 

Echoed the song full quietly. 

Sweet peace dwelt in the earth and air, 

A perfect peace spread ev'rywhere,— 

A peace that seem’d to prophesy 
Eternal peace on earth and sky: 

All changes past, all tumult done, 

Each morn would see a cloudless silty ; 

Each spangled night, a mellow moon, 

And still an everlasting June 

Would weave enamell’d green and gold 

On earth’s broad mantle's wavy fold. 


Love’s promised joys 
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So dream they as the doubtful past 
Breaks into sudden joy at last; 

So feel they as their whisper'd words 
Come low and sweet as songs of birds. 

But youth’s fond dreams are oft like dew 
That sparkles when the sun shines through, 
Then at the first faint breeze’s breath, 

Like passing thought, it vanisheth ;— 

Frail dreams are they that oft flash by 
Like rainbows in an April sky. 

Burns o’er love’s fancies, broad and bright, 

A gath’ring gloom, a dark despair, 

When quick beneath the sudden chill 
Shrink bud and flower in vale or hill, 

Bathed in the pearly drops that lie 
Like tears on Beauty’s languid eye! 

“O ffeannie! ” said the lad, “just hear 
The water singing laigh an’ clear 
Amang the bushes in the glen, 

As if to let the burnie ken; 

And how the burnie up the howe 
Halts in the moonlicht’s ruddy glow, 

An’ bides to mak itsel’ fu’ sure, 

Then doun the haugh an’ through the moor 
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It hurries fast as it can gae, 

Till, braid beneath the birchen brae, 

Their waters meet an’ seem as glad 
As ony lichtsome lass an' lad 
Wha had a tryst to meet at nicht 
By hazel shaws in sweet moonlicht. 

O let us learn from them to be 
Aye blythe to meet, aye fair and free, 

Nor stem our thoughts in senseless pride 
That Nature never meant to hide." 

“Ay, Donald,” said the lass; “but then 
The burnie wimples doun the glen 
An’ canna help but meet the Dee,— 

An’, Donald, weel I wat, I’m wae 

For I could bide, an’ think it bliss, 

Forever in a place like this. 

O braw’s the nicht an’ blithe’s the hour, 

An’ sweet the scent o' ilka flower, *1 

But blither, sweeter far to me 

The love blinks o’ your bonnie e'e,— 

To charm a simple lassie’s heart. 

O Donald! Aye you’ve been to me 
Like yon bright, sparkling star I see, 
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That, happy in its higher sphere, 

It comes again wi’ glittering sheen ; 
An' aye its shining course it wings, 
Undimmed by darker, lowlier things. 


Could leave the lowly earth and be 
Is mair than I can fancy true.” 


“O dinna speak like that,” said he; 


:h the country through, 


That graced you in your early da 
An’ lang I've watch'd your bonnit 
Till sweqf Perfection’s angel grace 
Has form’d you like a goddess bi 
To charm my very heart awa'; 


An’ lang in peace I’ve held my tongue, 
For love is blate when lads are young. 
But now farewell to doubt and fear : 
I’ve lo'ed you, Jeannie, lang an’ sair, 
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Behind them in the hazel bush 

A woman,—spectral, gaunt and tall, 

Rage curdled in her whiten'd face, 

Her fur)- mock’d the peaceful place ; 
And, like the pent-up thunder's crash 
That follows fast the lightning’s flash, 
The torrent of her wrath began. 

And thus her rattling raillery ran : 

“Lord save us, sirs! Preserve and 

Oh ! if this be na some wrang waft;— 
The beardless laddie’s surely daft! 

An’ you, ye twa-faced limmer, Jean,— 
O what a senseless fule I’ve been ! 





An’ brought ye up wi’ care an’ fed you 
An’ schooled ye lang an’ sair an’ clad 
An’ watch’d ye when ye had the fever 


An’ taught 
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O Donald, do ye no think shame? 

Gang hame, ye silly gowk, gang hame. 
An’ you, ye low-lifed creature, Jean,— 
Owre lang a simple fool I’ve been 
To keep ye in his senseless sicht: 

Ye’ll pack your rags this vera nicht 
An’ leave the house, gang where ye like : 
Sic vermin sanna big a byke 
Nae langer in a house o' mine. 

O the big fule I was langsyne! 

To gie a wratch baith claes an' bread 
An’ raise a stick to brak my head ! 

Oh, Donald ! but it's ill your part 

That’s watch’d ye aye wi' canny care 
For twenty twalmonths now an’ mair ; 

An’ kept ye aye frae cauld an' scaith : 

Oh ! this will be your faither's death ! 

We never dree’d sic gruesome ill : 

Oh ! what's this warld coming till ? ” 

And on she rambled while the pair 
Of hapless lovers, young and fair, 

Like our first parents when the sword, 
Waved by the angel of the Lord, 

Drove them from Eden's blissful bowers, 
From crystal streams and fairest flowers, 
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P AI^T fjECOJ^D. 

The Laird sat still in his house, and he thought 
Of the years gone by and the little they brought; 
How back as far as his memory ran 
He aye had lived like a frugal man ; 

But, dark as his shadow, changeless and grim, 

Dull Poverty aye had abode with him. 

For something gleam’d in his lonely breast, 

Like a rosy cloud in the darken'd west, 

That spoke of a pure and gladsome air 
Of a golden glow that shone somewhere. 

Then he thought of his son, and his faded eye 
Gleam'd like a star in a winter sky. 

Then his thoughts somehow, in that idle hour, 

Like bees that flit to the nearest flower, 

Went winging to Jean, the servant lass ; 

And he saw her trip the dew-gemm'd grass 
So fair of face and so shapely of limb 
That the very thought was a joy to him. 




Loved all his creatures, the great and the small. 
And the old man’s spirit, holy and calm, 

Went upward in thanks like a grateful psalm. 


But oft when the soul seems wafted away 
To the blissful regions of endless day, 

To its wean’ work and its beaten track. 

So the Laird was struck with a wild surprise 
As the door flew wide and the burning eyes 
Of the Lady Meg flash’d fiercely there, 

“Aye like yoursel’, Laird,—sitting there like a gowk 
Never taking a thought like nae ither fowk! 
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s’s the young Laird himsel’, and that base limmer, Jean,. 
courting an’ kissing afore my ain een ! 
hey're gaun to be married ; an' you, Laird, an' me— 


see what the kindness o’ strangers will bring ; 
we'll maybe find out it's the truth that I’m sa 
re's nae hearts sae cauld as the hearts o’ our : 

we aye had a house that happit our heads, 
dree'd that auld age would bring hunger an’ 
thought that the young would hae mind o' th 
now-a-davs, sirs, sic het-headit fools 
na bide till the auld fowk are laid i’ the mool 
rin, ere they barely can mind their ain feet, • 
tak the first gawkie they happen to meet. 

I would rather fa’ to an’ set fire to the place, 

Than see a’ our labour an’ faucht, as it were, 


i is sudden indeed ! 




An' syne, on reflection, they vanish awa’ 

They seldom do weel that act rashly on things.” 

“O keep’s!" said the Lady: “there’s ae thing that’s clear— 
I’ve tauld that Iowse limmer she canna be here : 

She may marry that gowk, but she maunna forget 


The Laird stood up in amaze in his place, 

And a blush redden’d deep on the old man’s face, 
And his heart was wrung with a sense of shame ; 

He call’d for Jean, and she enter’d the room 

And a fatherly love o’er the Laird’s heart stole 
As she stood in the light of her innocent soul. 


“Sit doun,” said the Laird,—“let them flit you wha daur: 
Sit doun, like the gude-hearted lassie ye are. 

You've aye been sae couthy an’ friendly an’ fain, 





“Twas gude o’ye, Laird,” said the lass; “an’ I’m sure 
A blessing’s on them that are gude to the poor: 

But when trouble comes in, an’ a freend grows a fae, 

I cam to your house, Laird, wi’ naething ava, 

An’ licht is the burden I'm takin’ awa’: 

My mither’s gowd ring an’ the lock o’ her hair, 

An’ the green tartan plaid that ye gied me to wear. 

Sae gude-nicht to ye baith, an’ may Him that’s aboon 
Aye bless you an’ yours for the gude that you’ve done.” 

All shudder’d and sigh’d in the wandering breeze; 

As silent and ghost-like she passed from their sight 
In the spectral gloom of the darkening night. 

Then the Laird, like a maniac, rush’d to the door, 

And he called after Jean as she went; but before 
He could follow her path, her Ladyship sprang 
To the key and she bolted the door with a clang, 

And she smiled in the pride of her triumph, and said, 

"It’s time for the decent to gang to their bed : 

A bodie would think you had surely gane mad, 

An’ lost the wee bittie o' reason ye had : 

Ye haena a thought for the fowk that ye hae, 

But aff wi' a young glaiket gangrel would gae. 

It needs na the learning o' college or sctyols 
To ken that the auld fool's the warst kind o’ fools. 





And the old man sighed as he open’d the Book 

How treacherous friends and bloodthirsty foes 
Fill'd up the sad cup of the Nazarene’s woes : 


Beat fierce round the glory of Heaven’s own light, 

And quenched its bright lustre in blackness and shame, 

The joy of creation, the light of the earth. 



Then Donald in silence went back to his room, 
And alone and in anger sat down in the gloom. 
His spirit dwelt dark as the tempest that bides 
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Without asking the leave or the blessing of them 
Who had ever the highest and holiest claim, 

And vowed by his faith in his father’s God, 

That wherever his feet might wander abroad, 

This hope should guide him through space and through time, 
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Then out he stole quietly and one last look 
At the silent home of his youth he took ; 

And the vanish’d joys of his boyhood’s years 

And his throat fill’d up, and his stalwart frame 


And the owl screech'd loud on the ashen tree, 
And the bat wheel’d round as in fiendish glee. 
As spirits that come with winged speed 


To gloat in the light of an evil deed ; 

And the landrail call’d from the clover field, 

And the tall fir trees stood frowning and black, 

But he turn’d away with a stronger desire 
As the lurid flame of a quenchless fire 
Will pale for a moment its maddening glare, 

Then burst renew’d in the midnight air. 

And he hasten’d his steps from the hallowed spot; 


And he hied him to where a lone cot stood 
By the sheltering edge of the darkening wood ; 
And he paused at a window to listen and look 
And he saw Jean sit by an open book : 

Her fingers clasp’d on her forehead bare; 

Her red lips moving as if in prayer; 

The tears, long drawn in a glistering streak, 
Down the fair curve of each pallid cheek. 



A moment her wet and wondering eyes 
Met his in a look of a sudden surprise : 




Owre a water that’s deep an’ a road that is lang 
To a land where there’s room for the young an’ the 
Where the willing ken naething o’ hunger an’ cauld : 
Where men are like brithers,—a’ equal an’ free 

Where poor empty pride dauma haud up its head, 
An’ nane are ashamed to work for their bread. 

What though there's a deep bittter pang at my heart, 

It needs na the e'e o’ a prophet to see 
There’s nae room in a' bonnie Scotland for me. 

Then come wi’ me, lass, an' whate’er may betide 

Contented I’ll meet wi* misfortune or scaith 


“O Donald,” said Jean, “dinna cross the saut 
Dinna trouble yoursel’ for a lassie like me. 

For your poor faither's sake, O bide ye at hame! 
To leave him like this 'twere a sin and a shame: 



Be na harsh to the head that’s as white as the snaw ! 

An' bide like a guid-hearted lad at her side. 

0 dinna forget you're their ain flesh an’ bluid ! 

Then think what the clash o’ the country will be !— 

Hae respect for yoursei’ whate’er comes to pass.— 

It’s a silly like thing to gang mad for a lass.” 

“I’ve thought of it, Jean,” young Donald replied, 

But surely the slave that is held by a chain, 

An’ daurna e’en utter a thought o’ his ain. 

Will sigh sair for freedom, an’ some day when he 
Has burst aff his fetters all fearless and free. 

He’ll up like the bird that’s let loose an’ awa’. 

So guid night to you, Jean : I ken it was wrang 
To speer if a bonnie young lassie would gang 
Awa’ wi’ a chield wha had naething to gie 
But the grip o’ a hand or the smile o’ an e’e ; 

An’ naething to look for but danger an’ doubt, 

Awa’ in a land he kens little about. 

But ae thing I ken,—I’ll be honest and true,— 

I’ll never tak up wi' a lassie but you. 
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And fondly presents all the future to view,— 

While his passionate words and his wayward scheme 
All come to her mind like a shadowy dream. 

For the brightness of joys that come sudden at last, 

And quench the dark doubts that forever are past, 

Shed a glow round her spirit so dazzling and bright 
She trembles to dwell in its wonderful light. 

Comes soft, and the mist, like a breath, rolls away : 

The heads of dark mountains rise lonely and free, 

Like islands wide-spread on a still summer sea. 

The far-spreading sea, till the gleam of a light 
Makes it glow a broad glory that circles the land, 

And a flash gilds the rock where the young lovers stand. 
A moment transfigured in splendour they shine, 
Calm-faced and colossal, like something divine ; 

Then southward descending, as fleet as the roe, 

Away o’er the dew-spangled heather they go. 
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Paht Third. 

While the lad and lass together 
Speed full lightly o’er the heather; 

And the rills make merry laughter; 

And the warbled music gushes 
From the throats of larks and thrushes; 
And the sweet-brier opes before them, 
Shedding richest incense o’er them;— 

All the glow of summer morning 

Heav'n and earth and all around them : 
Haste we where the Muse first found th< 
Haste we while the last star gloweth ; 
Ere the cock his clarion croweth; 

And the call to toilsome tillage 
Wakes the distant, sleepy village; 

And the gossips’ eyes are bright’ning 
At the news that flies like lightning. 

Who is he that comes sedately. 
Bearded, muffled, dark and stately, 
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With a rapid stride advancing 

And his keen eyes sideways glancing,— 

Glitt’ring like an unsheath’d dagger, 

Wild-like as the wilds that found him 

Well did ev'ry rustic know him : 
Many a kindness did they show him, 
When from midnight watchings dreary, 
He sought shelter, wet and weary. 

Welcome was Black Tam, the poacher. 
Who that knew his wild vocation 
Held him but in admiration? 

Who that heard his direful doings,— 
Escapades from hot pursuings,— 

Saw his furr’d and feather’d plunder,— 
Loved but still to gape and wonder? 
Marvel at his tales, and listen 
Till their very eyes would glisten. 

For it seem'd as Nature meant it, 

And his life's eventful story 
Seem’d to them illum’d with glory. 
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How good fortune ne’er forsook him 
How disaster ne’er o’ertook him ; 

He succeeded, pass’d all reason. 

Oft the sportsmen in a bevy 
Volley'd at the scatter'd covey ; 

And for many a wasted cartridge 

Ventur’d forth as daylight darken’d, 

Felt his way and watch’d and hearken'd 

Knew the place each creature haunted, 
Knew their various calls, and whether, 
Spread apart or grouped together, 

He would find his way unto them ; 
And, as if dumb instinct drew them, 
One by one found resting places 
In his greatcoat's deep recesses; 

And the dawning daylight found him 
With his booty strung around him, 
Mix’d ’mong folks of sober paces 
Walking to the market places. 


Yet w 
Anxious 


easy gaining, 
him remaining, 
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Through dark regions of unquiet,— 

Regions sown with seeds of folly, 

Growing weeds of melancholy. 

And his life’s first fond delusion 
Led to labyrinths of confusion ; 

Law had set her eyes upon him ; 

Loosed her hungry beagles on him ; 

And for all his vain parading 
Life to him was masquerading,— 

Outward—bright and bravely showing ; 

Inward—dark and darker growing. 

One fond hope his fancy treasured, 
Gleaming o’er life's waste unmeasured. 

Radiant as a light before him 
Shedding sweetest influence o’er him. 

Love had lit its fires within him ; 

From life’s wild and wayward by-ways 
Back to its well-beaten highways. 

Or by cliffs and crags he scrambled, 

Or lay hid in darken’d cocry, 

Visions came, as if a glory 

Touched the dark earth’s face with whiteness; 

Lit the blacken’d air to brightness; 
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Roused the man to hope and feeling; 
While in beauty there revealing 
To his ravish’d soul the splendour 
Of the bright eyes, sweet and tender. 

And the face that glowed serenely, 

And the form so fair and queenly 
Of the Deeside Lass thrill’d through him; 
And the happy thought came to him 
That in some calm nook together. 

Some green glen beside the heather. 

Love and joy and peace would bind them. 
Happiness contented find them. 

Never had his hopes been spoken, 
Never was love's silence broken : 

But he had begun to woo her 
As his dark eyes soften’d to her 
When they met by field or meadow, 

Met and pass’d like light and.shadow; 

Felt her presence like caressing 
Linger with him like a blessing. 

Now, as daylight dawneth clearer. 

And he cometh near and nearer, 

Gloometh in his air portentous, 

Clouds his face and knits his forehead 
t Into wrinkles dark and horrid. 


Fast he comes the green knolls over, 

Fast through fields of scented clover; 
Bounds the stream that headlong gushes, 

Vaults the moss-grown fence, and straight^ 
Pauses at the Laird’s broad gateway. 


Laird and Lady calmly sleeping, 
Silence with them vigils keeping. 

Thoiigh the Laird, sad, self-accusing, 
Restless linger'd, darkly musing 
Through the long hours dull and dreary. 
Sleep, blest solace of the weary, 

Came at last in fitful snatches, 

Comfortless as midnight watches. 

And he pass’d through dreamland’s mazes, 
Through the scenes that fancy raises, 
When sad, silent contemplation 
Blossoms in imagination. 

And he stood beside a river, 

Felt his palsied sinews quiver, 

Saw, wild-eyed and hair all horrent, 

Jean approach the dark, deep torrent! 
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Cold’s the rugged rocks around her, 
And her clammy touch thrill’d through 

Clung about his knees despairing; 

He defiant, nothing caring, 

Clutch'd her feeble hands and cast her 
Helpless in her dark disaster. 

And he laughed in fiendish mocking. 
Till there comes a dismal knocking, 
Startling both the Laird and Lady,— 

Grumbling at the mere appearance 
Of 6ome senseless interference 
To the rest that she was needing ; 

But the poacher, never heeding, 
Knocked still louder, till the clamour 
Of his hard hand, like a hammer, 
Seem’d to shake the deep foundation 
With a wild and wierd vibration ; 

Till the Lady, fierce and fiery. 

From the window, and the poacher 
Straightway hastens to approach her,— 
Asks some short and simple question 
Full of deep and dark suggestion ; 

And her wild imagination 
Stills her quicken’d animation. 
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Though a cold despair runs through her : 
Up the winding stair she hastens 
And the chamber door unfastens, 

There beholds the vacant vision 
That confirms the dark suspicion.— 

There the letter waiting for her 

But in anger's fierce suppression 

Bringing shame and dark dishonour 
Like a blacken’d cloud upon her! 

Now behold her kindness blossom,— 

See the Bible disappearing, 

See its place a bottle bearing, 

See the hungry Tam partaking 
Of the cakes of Jean’s own baking. 

Hear him tell in swift narration 
Of the startling situation, 

How, as in the hills he hover'd, 

Deep among the bracken cover'd, 
Wand’ring feet had stirred the heather, 
Phantom figures pass’d together. 

How Tam knew them, half believing 
'Twas their ghosts his eyes deceiving; 
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How he followed, wrapt in wonder, 

There, as day dawn woke and glisten’d, 
Tam the poacher lay and listen’d, 


Heard too all the fond confessions, 

All the wild and warm expressions 
Of the fires of mutual yearning, 

That in passion brightly burning 
Blazed before him. As he hearken’d 
All his hopes had dimm’d and darken’d : 
All the dreams his fancy cherish'd, 
Vision-like, had passed and perish’d. 


But he speaks not of his grieving, 
Tells not how, when they were leaving, 

Seem’d with them in gladness going ; 
While the folds of hate enwound him 
And the darkness dwelt around him. 

Listen, as the fiery liquor 
Makes his tongue go quick and quicker! 

Flows in amplest explanation, 

And his words come rich and ready 
To the list’ning Laird and Lady. 
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Hear ihc heavy tale repeated. 

All his son's bright spring-time gladness 
Seems as quench'd in sudden madness : 
All the golden hopes that lighted 
Fade, as if forever blighted, 

From the anguish-stricken father. 

O'er his eyes the dim dews gather : 
Though his face would fain dissemble, 
See his palsied fingers tremble ; 

Hear the sighs that passion borrows 

Mark the Lady—stern and bitter— 
How her keen eyes glare and glitter 1 
How her pallid features whiten ! 

How her white teeth clench and tighten ! 
How each fierce ejaculation 
And each scorching imprecation 
Cometh like a loosen’d sinner 
From the horrid hell within her! 

Sees the open path already : 

Sees herself and Tam pursuing; 

Sees the hasty lovers rueing; 

And the wicked wench forsaken 
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When the lad perceives his folly 
And becomes repentant wholly ; 

And herself in joy returning 

Comes her settled resolution ; 

Burst into immediate action. 

Mark the poacher's glad elation 
Rising to the grand occasion ; 

At the thought of that new capture. 

To the race with fury going: 

Cast a dusty cloud behind them ; 

Now they cross the brawling fountain 
Where the roadway seeks the mountain ; 
Now they snort with quicken’d ardour 
Where the road grows steep and harder, 

Up the heights that rise incessant. 

And the keen air chills and quickens : 



Now a lonely plover calleth; 

Drop by drop the big rain falleth ; 

Now the forked lightning flasheth, 

But the pride that brooks no quenching, 
And the hate that heeds no drenching, 
Urges on the foam-fleck’d cattle 
Through the elemental battle. 

Wild winds howling all bemoan them ; 
Rain tempestuous beats upon them ; 

All around them blurs and blackens ; 

All beneath them yields and slackens. 
But their quest o’er hill and hollow 
Far hath fled, and they will follow 
Though the rain and fire and thunder 
Rend the quivering earth asunder! 
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pA^T pOURTH. 


And stirr'd round their toddy \vi' glee : 

*‘A bonnie-like scrape,” the Dominie said,— 
“An unco-like scrape,” said he. 

“I wonder how fowk canna gang the right gate 
As doucely as you an’ me. 


“O wha would hae thought that the bonnie 
Sae modest an’ winsome an’ braw. 

Would e’er lost his wits wi' a jaud o’ a lass 




An’ broken the heart o’ his father, the Laird, 


Though youth is aft foolish an' fain ; 

It’s little o’ joy that the blythest can get 
In this warld o’ trouble an’ pain ; 

When a lad has a lass o’ his ain. 
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“I’ve skelpit the bairns an’ tutor’d them weel 
These thirty lang winters an' three ; 

An’ fient the ae glint o’ a happy bit blink 

As the rungs o' a fusionlcss tree. 

“An’ aften at night when sleep winna come 
I lie an’ I gaunt an’ I grane ; 

An’ the wind answers back wi’ a sough i’ the lum 
Like somebody making a mane ; 

An’ I wish that the years would tak wings an’ flee back, 


“O then wi’ a weel-faur’d hizzie like Jean 

An’ bask ilka day in the light o’ her smiles 
An’ the bonnie blythe blinks o' her e’e; 

An' the carking cares o' this wark-o’-day warl’ 

As he smack’d and smack’d at a sip,— 

“The lass was right when she stuck to the lad,— 
She was wise that keepit the grip : 

They seldom get twice the chance o’ a lad 
If ever they let him slip. 
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Poor Donald will think o’ the fool that he 


Then the Minister laugh'd and the Dominie laugh'd, 
As if they would never have done. 

When one piped loud the other piped loud. 

Like chaffinches whistling in June; 

When one squeak’d low the other squeak'd low, 

Like two old fiddles in tune. 

And said with a flash in his eye : 

“O bide till a fortnight has sober’d them down, 

An' bide till the fever gae by,— 



THE DEESIDE . 


“Cauf-love’s wed kent as a canny complaint 
That bides i' the heart nae mair 
Than the bonnie bit blink when a sunshiny shower 
Gars a rainbow glow i’ the air : 

As if it had never been there. 

Frae a drap o’ the barley bree 

Aye cheer up our hearts in this warld o’ change, 

Whatever the changes may be : 

Then the Dominie drank and the Minister drank ; 

“Ay, ay," he said sadly; “weel do I mind 
When the Laird’s young lady came hame; 

Her foot was as light and her eye was as bright 
As something you’ve seen in a dream. 



When a drouth dries meadow and lea ; 

And the Laird sobb’d sair in his sorrow, an’ sat 
Wi' his mitherless son on his knee. 
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“An’ weel do I mind how the housekeeper Meg, 

Her heart would have bursted the shell ; 

An’ she sabb'd an' she sabb’d till the Laird took a thought, 

‘ ‘ O brawly she kent how to play her ain part, 

As sharp as tod-lowrie an' slee ; 

O finely she dawted the bonnie wee bairn, 


Then the Dominie laugh’d and the Minister laugh’d 
Till the rooftrees shook with the roar; 

But the silence of death came quick when they heard 

And fast as a flash the table was bare 
Where the toddy had sparkled before. 


O sad were the looks of the white-haired Laird ; 
And his cheeks were hollow and wan, 

For deep were the griefs and keen were the pangs 

And sad were the quavers that shook in his voice 
As the tale of his troubles began. 
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His words ran on like a crystal stream, 

For his heart was as pure and true, 

And the deepest depths in his honest soul 
Shone clear as the sunlight through ; 

And his quick words waken’d his inmost thoughts, 
As the eloquent tongue will do. 


And the Minister gaz’d and the Dominie gaz’d 
Till their spectacles seem’d aflame; 


Beclouded their brazen brows, as if 
The story was new to them. 


And the Minister sigh'd and the Dominie sigh’d, 
And they groaned an echoing groan ; 

And the woful shake of their downcast heads 
Might have soften'd a heart of stone ; 

And comfort crept over the Laird as he thought 
That he sorrow’d no longer alone. 

“Ah Laird!” said the Minister, “strange it is 

In this valley of tears below 

That often our goodness injures ourselves 

How oft should the blossom of thankfulness bloom 
Where the weeds of ingratitude grow! 
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“I blame not your son, for youth, my friend, 
With folly will sometimes stray; 

And hence in our weary journey through life 


“And strange it is to think, my friend, 
What shapes the devil will take ; 


Sometimes in a bottle the weary man 
Gets the devil to make him bold ; 

In woman’s alluring mould. 


Which is the worst of the three : 

I only know that a higher power 
Is able to set us free, 

And I render thanks that from ills like these 
The Lord hath delivered me.” 
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Then the Minister sat and the Dominie sat 
As if they were deaf and dumb : 

The Minister knitted his brows and frown'd, 

And the Dominie winced and twisted and twitched, 
But never a word would come. 

Then the Laird look’d out at the darken'd earth, 


Like shadows move silently by, 

And the sunlight gleam on the glad green earth 
Like the glance of a friendly eye. 


A pitying eye had been 

Discerning the depths of a father’s love 

And the anguish that dwelt between. 


And peacefully bring to his longing heart 
The dawn of a joyful light. 
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Near by on the road on his daily walk 
The postman journey’d along, 

The echo of some old song; 

He stopp’d at the door, he open’d his bag 

There was one for the Laird, for the Minister one, 
And one for the Dominie too; 

And he saunter’d away with the easy air 
Of a man that has little to do. 

Then the Minister read and the Dominie read, 

While the light of a wild surprise 

Dawn’d bright in each face with a ruddy glow, 

And flashed in their wondering eyes; 

And they read and they eagerly read till they look’d 
Like men grown wondrous wise. 

Then the Minister spoke and the Dominie spoke, 
With so little of pause between, 

That the Laird, like one in a dream, scarce knew 
What the wonderful tale could mean ; 

But the golden end of their story was 
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Each mounting his 
Awaited a parting i 


i and the Dominie ran 
added to speed ; 
vondering Laird beheld 



ie Minister rode and the Dominie re 









Stay, lovers that haste by the heathery braes 
Rejoice in the sunlight of freedom as glad 

The solitudes dazzle around you with joy 
And all Nature seems happy and free. 


Nor of Jealousy urging the chase, 

Nor of hollow Hypocrisy hastening behind, 

Nor of Knavery that joins in the race; 

For the rapture of Joy, like the sun in his strength, 
Illumines each beautiful face! 
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flFTH. 


He who hath wander’d far and free 
By lowland strath or pathless sea 
And never ventur’d upward where 
The keen breath of the mountain air, 
Fresh as the early morning’s dew, 

Has never known the joy that thrills 
The wanderer of the heath-clad hills, 

Like arrows from the quicken'd heart, 




Youth’s gladness in my later days. 

By crowded haunts in lowland town ; 
But hie me where the highland heath 
Sheds perfume on the balmy breath 
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Of summer days that calmly pass 
Like sunshine o’er the daisied grass ; 
There, freed from hurrying cares and ills, 
Lapt in the silence of the hills, 

How sweet among the wilds to stray 
And dream my happy days away! 

With dark’ning shades of discontent; 

For sweetly oft the glad Muse sings, 

As birds whose wild and wandering wings 
Are curb’d within the narrow gloom 
Of tiny cage in darken'd room, 

And blythely pipe their notes as sweet 

All day the lovers trod the wild, 

Each happy as a careless child; 

Till far behind their path was seen 
The cloud-capped crown of Cloch-na-ben, 
That, glittering in the morning sun, 

Had seen their joyous march begun. 
Mount Battock, with its clefts of snow, 

While calm and cloud-like rear’d afar 
The lofty peaks of Loch-na-gar. 
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Southward the hills of Angus rise— 

Bold battlements that touch the skies, 

And seem to mark with mighty hand 
The limits of that lonely land 

Reveals her sweet and simple heart. 

Sometimes by rocky heights they stray’d, 
Sometimes by deep and ferny glade, 

And sometimes on by pathways green, 
Along the bank of deep ravine, 

While far beneath, in headlong force, 

With wrathful brawlings loud and deep. 

His quivering pinions overhead, 

And hung, unmoved, as if intent 

And sometimes springing, fleet and fast, 

The stately red deer bounded past, 

And paused between them and the sky 

In hollow vales by dark green woods 
Sweet music charm’d the solitudes: 

The blackbird led the vocal choir, 

The skylark, like a flash of fire, 







TIIE DEESIDE 


But flow’ry wilds nor fir trees’ gloom, 
Nor green and golden tassell’d broom, 
Nor hazel bank, by soft winds stirr’d, 

Nor laughing stream, nor song of bird 

Till, as the sun sloped to the west. 

There came in warbled numbers clear 
The music of the mountaineer, 

The ringing chanter’s martial tone, 

Which, mellow’d by the distance, gave 

That, like a sword drawn from its sheath, 
Flash’d brightly in the vale beneath. 

The lovers hasten’d till the sound 

And sending forth the notes again; 

The wild woods felt the wak’ning shock 
As echoes leap’d from rock to rock 
And loudly rang, in vale and hill, 

Then, as a vision, breaking through 
Upon the wild and woody view, 

Group'd in the glen a joyous throng 
Were seen the leafy groves among, 
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While, as beseems the Celtic North, 

The plumed and plaided lads were forth 
Arrayed in tartans red and green 
And deck’d in silver's sparkling sheen. 


A rampant li- 





When Scotland raised her war-worn shield 
For Freedom's cause in battlefield 
Were there, but now her stalwart men 

Were gladly met in grand array 
To hold a Highland holiday. 


How gaily, as the pipers blow 
Their merry measures quick or slow, 
The graceful dancers curve and wheel 
Full lightly in the blithesome reel! 
Their nimble feet, in perfect time, 

Or shake in light and air)' springs, 
Free as the falcon’s quivering wings; 
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While one by one exert their strength 
Upon the caber's ponderous length ; 
Each vainly strives with strenuous care 
To turn the mighty beam in air. 


Ah ! now young Donald’s heart beats 1 


While, balanced in 
The caber rears its high extent 
Like some stupendous monument; 
Then quick, as if to cleave the skies, 
Aloft with sudden jerk it flies, 

And falling shakes the startled ground, 
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Fain would the Muse, on tireless wing, 
Exultant soar and soaring sing 
Of each bold feat of strength and grace, 
Each triumph in the rapid race; 

How well, in many a manly fray, 

Young Donald bore the palm away ; 

How with the men of thew and bone 
He hurl’d in air the ponderous stone; 

Or wing’d the whizzing hammer far 
And fast as some swift shooting star ; 

Or clear’d the bar, with supple bound, 

A tall man’s height above the ground ; 

Or foremost ran the quick-run race, 

Fleet as the stag when hunters chase ; 

While praises round the sylvan ring 
From lip to lip went echoing. 

But now the lovers southward hie 
To where yon spires gleam in the sky. 

The happy Muse flies on before 
And folds her wing in fair Strathmore, 

Bright as a scene in fairyland; 

There cultured fields spread broad and green 
And dark trees lock their arms between; 
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There streams by shady wild woods run 
Or glitter in the happy sun ; 

The silent hills look kindly down 

The peaceful air of calm content. 

Within the town the clash and hum 
Of busy toil and traffic come. 

There, where the railway's long lines gleam, 

And restless move from place to place, 

Like horses keen to run a race. 

But see ! along the brown-walled street, 

He stalks with stately step and slow : 

His vision, wandering far and well, 

Keen as a wary sentinel. 


And sparkle in his eager eyes, 

And proud he feels, as on a throne, 

Quick as the cunning fox and sly 
He hides and lets the lovers by. 

And follows after, while his heart 
Beats with the wild and throbbing st: 
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That thrills him when the snares are set 
And hares approach the well-spread net ; 
What joyous throb he feels, when lo! 


How neatly, in the doorway’s gloom, 
He beckons to the very room! 

Where seated round the glowing grate 

How quick the ever thoughtful Tam 
Shuts, locks the door with ready slam ! 
How meek the startled Lady stands! 
The Minister lifts his holy hands: 

Nor unconcern’d the Dominie dwells, 


While lad and lass, in dumb surprise, 
Can hardly trust their wondering eyes. 


But all at once their loosen’d speech 
Explodes in sudden bursts, and each, 


Ne’er thinks of list'ning to the rest: 
The half-heard, undistinguish’d roar 
But fires their fury more and more : 
The Minister’s prepared remarks 
Unheeded fly as anvil sparks; 

Nor warmer welcome can they bring 
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Till Lady Meg broke in at last, 

Impetuous as a cyclone's blast, 

And quell’d the tumult by degrees 
With rough-and-ready words like these : 

“Gude keep me, sirs! O guide us a’! 



How, blinded in our ain conceit, 

O sirs! there's juist mysel’ yestreen— 


Shame fa’ the gate I used ye, Jean !— 
To think that I would blindly quarrel 

O sirs 1 ye shouldna minded me,— 


0 Jean 1 I’m sure ye brawly mind 


An’ how sometimes wi' canny care 
I straikit doun your yellow hair. 

An' prophesied the day would come 
When you would mak them a’ sing dumb. 
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Come, gentle Muse—now fold thy wing; 

What further need hast thou to sing? 

What need in simple lines to trace 
How Jean, in tender, strong embrace 
Clasp’d Lady Meg : nor need we tell 
Mow mutual tears commingling fell; 

How throbs of joy began to stir 
The Dominie and the Minister; 

How ev'n their shrunken, shrivell’d hearts 
Are soften’d, and their knavish arts 

God’s truths have struck them through and through ; 
How gladness spread her golden wings 
O’er all their wild imaginings; 

How bright to them as morning's throne 
The rosy-tinted future shone. 

They hear the bridal songs and cheers, 

As Lady Meg unfolds her plans : 

The Minister will tie the knot,— 

Nor shall there be a blyther spot 

Than that green vale in fair Deeside. 




Behold the old Laird watch and wail 

And glorifies his silv’ry hair; 

He sees them coming, and his Pace 
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MOW dear to ev’ry Scottish heart 
^1 Are Scotland’s melodies! 

Thej- sweeten life’s dull atmosphere 
Like perfume in the breeze: 

Blithe as the wild bird’s artless notes 
The greenwood groves among, 

Earth’s sweetest, noblest thoughts are those 
That warble into song. 

Their mellow music circles round 
The glad earth far and free. 

Like light they leap from land to land 
And flash from sea to sea. 

Till wakened echoes gladly ring 
In ev’ry vale and hill, 

And earth and air, exultant, catch 
The quick electric thrill. 

How bright to fancy’s eye they bring 
Fair Scotland’s classic land! 

Her hills, in purple splendor clad, 

Rise cloud-like, high and grand; 

Her rustling wealth of golden fields 
Wave ’neath the glad’uing ray, 

Her silv’rv waters flash among 
Her valleys green and gay. 

Note: Page 77 is missing in this book. The identical poem is copied 
here from Scottish and American Poems by James Mackintosh 
Kennedy, p. 68, 

https://archive.org/details/scottishandameriOOkenniala . 
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Fair flow’rets bloom in tints that mock 
The rainbow’s dazzling dyes, 

And daisies ope with modest grace 
Their myriad starry eyes; 

While all the glow of social life 
Comes group’d in living throngs, 

Transfigured by the magic grace 
And beauty of her songs. 

And where have love’s impassioned throes 
E’er found so sweet a tongue? 

No mimic frenzy mocks the heart 
When Scotland’s songs are sung: 

Their artless words, their liquid notes. 

In perfect tones express 

The matchless might of manly grace 
And woman’s tenderness. 

While, buoyant on the tido of time, 

What glorious tales they tell 

Of freemen battling for the right— 

Of gallant foes that fell! 

Of heroes who tempestuous rose 
The tyrant’s touch to spurn; 

The glowing pride of Stirling Bridge— 

The joy of Bannockburn! 

O Scotland! raise thy crested head 
Above the azure sea: 

Thou art the home of worth and truth, 

The cradle of the free. 

Where’er the eye of Time shall see 
Bold Freedom’s flag unfurl’d, 

Thy songs shall stamp thy sons among 
The freemen of the world. 

Note: Page 78 is missing in this book. The identical poem is copied 
here from Scottish and American Poems by James Mackintosh 
Kennedy, p. 69, 

https://archive.org/details/scottishandameriOOkenniala . 
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Thy voice iu thunder ever pleads 
The cause of human wrongs: 

Thy seal is set, thy fame is fixed 
Eternal as thy songs, 

Whose clarion blasts shall bravely ring 
Iu Freedom’s battle van. 

Until triumphant they shall hail 
The unity of Man! 



Note: Page 79 is missing in this book. The identical poem is copied 
here from Scottish and American Poems by James Mackintosh 
Kennedy, p. 70, 

https://archive.org/details/scottishandameriOOkenniala. 
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O LEEZE me on a mitbor’s love, 

. Sue steady aye and strung; 

Nae love biiles deeper i’ tlie heart. 

There's nune that lasts ns lung: 

Clear as the over burning light 
O’ some bright lieacou dame, 

Through langest nights, through drearest hours, 
It sparkles aye the name. 


I’ll ne’er forget that mither yet 
At Aberdeen awa’— 

Quo’ sho, “Ye’ve maybe seen my son 
That’s in America? 

His een were blue, his hair it hung 
In yellow ringlets douu— 

Ye wadna see a lad like him 
In a’ the country roun’. 


“And kindly letters lang he sent, 
That aye brought joy to me; 

They cam as gowden glints o’ light 
Come owre the flow’ry lea; 

Till auce we heard he wasna weel— 
What ailed they didna say— 

An’ then we’ve got nae ither word 
For mony a weary day. 


Note: Page 80 is missing in this book. The identical poem is copied 
here from Scottish and American Poems by James Mackintosh 
Kennedy, p. 167, 

https://archive.org/details/scottishandameriOOkenniala . 
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"Ao langsome night I dreamed a dream 
I thought I saw his face, 

Au’ unco fowk were gather’d round, 

And in an unco place; 

They laugh’d, they sang, and blithely danc’d 
Wi’ muckle mirth and glee 
But aye there cam’ an unco lass 
Between my son an’ me. 

“But if he’s dead or if he’s wed, 

(.) tell me a’ ye ken; 

I’ve dree’d the warst and h< iped the best— 

Ay, owro an’ owre again! 

An’ aft the saut tears blind my eon, 

An’ aft my heart's lieen sair, 

To think that e’er a lxidio’s ain 
Would mind their ain nao mair. 

“An’ 0, whaure’er his feet hae gane, 

Whate’or his luck has been, 

I’m sure he hasna met wi’ freends 
Like them at Aberdeen. 

O, sjieak a kindh* word o’ them, 

An’ may tie blithe he’ll be 
To listen to your freendly crack, 

An’ think o’ them an’ me. 

O, wanderers frae your native land, 

How can ye bear to see 
The sunlight o’ a mither’s love 
Grow dim on memory’s e’e? 

O bask ye in its kindly rays, 

An’ fan its fervid tlames 
There’s nae love liko a mither’s love 
This side the hame o’ bames! 

Note: Page 81 is missing in this book. The identical poem is copied 
here from Scottish and American Poems by James Mackintosh 
Kennedy, p. 168, 

https://archive.org/details/scottishandameriOOkenniala . 
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not indicate what should be on this page. 


Note: Page 83 is missing in this book. The Table of Contents does 
not indicate what should be on this page. 


THE SPIRITUALIST. 


Glendoxcer —I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

Hotspur— Why, so can I, or so can any man; 

But will they come when you do call for them? 

— Shakespeare. 

<*]/g)ANGSYNE, when Tam an’ me were mates, 
An’ wrought an’ swat thegither, 

0, mony kittle, keen debates 
We had wi’ ane anither. 

An’ aye Tam took a stalwart stand 
On mystic speculation, 

An’ dwelt upo’ the spirit land 
Wi’ muckle meditation. 


’Twas strange to hear him spread his views 
In unsubstantial theories; 

How spirits hover’d round like doos, 

Or danc’d about like peeries. 

How whiles, beyond frail man’s control, 
They dwelt like bumbees bykit; 

Or whiles they wing’d frae pole to pole, 
Like thought—as fast’s ye like ’t. 


Note: Page 84 is missing in this book. The identical poem is copied 
here from Scottish and American Poems by James Mackintosh 
Kennedy, p. 148, 

ht.tp s://archive.org/details/scottishandameriQOkenniah 
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‘Ah, Tam,” quo’ I, “Tv 
O’ freends baith guid 


Some worn wi' age an' warldly cross, 
Some young, an’ blithe, an’ bonnie. 
But nane e’er bravelier took my part, 
Nae freendship blossom’d riper; 
Nane had a warmer, kindlier heart 
Than Donald Roy, the piper. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


“O, aft when weary wark was dune, 
Amang the woods a-roaming, 

Fu' mony a sweet an' blithesome tune 
Waked echoes i’ the gloaming. 

An’ rapt was ilka list’ning ear, 

Now green’s the sod that haps his bier 
Sin’ cauld in death he slumbers. 


‘ ‘ But ere he dee’d he left to me 



Tam tried to look like some auld seer, 
As weel as he was able, 

An’ mummlet something laigh an’ queer, 
Then grippit at the table. 

An’, O preserve’s! I’m juist as sure 
As that my heart gaed thumpin’, 

It raised its hint legs aff the floor, 

An’ syne began a-jumpin' 1 




An’ aye Tam spelt his A, B, C’s, 

An’ marked them doun in batches ; 
An’ spun a screed out by degrees, 

Like telegraph despatches. 



Is now thy habitation, 

O, dinna wing your airy flight 

Back through the blissful portals 
Before you throw some glint o’ light 
On poor unhappy mortals. 
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“0, gin thy voice, that aye was sweet 

Could some celestial news repeat, 

I’d hail the heavenly summons ; 

An' still thy pride an’ pleasure, 

O, bring the echoes frae aboon, 

In some seraphic measure!" 

Like thunder claps whase sudden shock 
Aft rattles a’ the dwallin’, 

Wild, weird, unearthly shrieks out broke 
Aneath the very hallan ! 

It sounded like a hundred drones, 

An’ chanters by the dizzen ! 

Tam’s hair stood up, an’ strange to see, 
Ilk e’e sprang frae its socket; 

He glower’d an awesome glower at me, 
Then darted like a rocket. 

The chairs an’ stools a’ coupin ; 
Then for the window sprang, puir man, 
As if he thought o’ loupin. 
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I tauld puir Tam the hale affair, 

To bring him to his senses. 

But fowk remarked frae that day Tam 
Was ^uite an altered bodie. 



An' though some think that Calvin’s creed 

Tam kens it clears his gloomy head, 

An’ suits his thrawart stammack. 





MISCELLANEOUS 




JUNE: A Song. 

1 wonder if the bonnie laddie thinks on me ; 

I wonder if the bonnie laddie thinks on me ; 

There’s a dimple on his chin and a sparkle in his e'e— 
And I wonder if the bonnie laddie thinks on me! 

Now June has spread her mantle green on ilka bank and 


An' blooms are hanging on the broom and blossoms on 



The sun is shining in the lift sae bonnie and sae clear ; 

O, June’s the bra west, blythest month o' a’ the happy year! 
For then the flowers I like the best they bloom sae fair and 
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An’ buffeted wi' winds unruly, 

He look it like a tattie-dooly ; 

An' trauchled ae way or anither, 

Tint cowl and bauchles a’thegither, 

An’ skelp'd on barefit through the gloom 
In patient, perfect martyrdom. 

He halted at the half-way house, 

An’ spreading out his open palms 
Fn’ meekly beggit for an alms. 

The landlord steer’d na frae the bit, 



7. ANDREW AND Ti 


I set ye doun this bill o’ fare,— 

The shakin’s o’ the mcal-pock there,— 
Some harigalds, an' sic like trash, 

Tak them, an’ mixed wi’ creeshie dreep. 


Boil in the stammack o’ a sheep ; 
An' gin your greedy gab be nice. 



An' ken the rift o’ stappit wame.” 


The Saunt in silence—shivering, cauld. 





An' 'gainst the pangs o’ flesh an’ bluid 
They’ll roose it up an’ ca’ it guid, 
Though feeling in their heart's ain gloom 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


THE MONK AND THE SPECTRE. 




E SPECTRE. 


THE MONK AND THE 


Neist morning when the monk cam doun. 
Then a’ the gentry gather’d roun\ 

An' sair they questioned ane an’ a' 

What sounds he heard, what sights he saw. 

Might freeze a mortal heart wi’ fright— 

While sounds cam dowff frae a’ it did 
Like clods upon a coffin lid ! ” 

“Preserve us a’!" ilk ane replied ; 

“Amen to that!” his Lairdship cried. 

‘ ‘ Na, na ! " the monk said ; ‘' weel I wat 
I kent a trick worth twa o’ that ; 

An’ speer’d if he’d a plack to spare , 

But, like the feck o’ Adam's race. 

He wadna look me in the face. 

Nor drap a plack, nor bide to speak, 

But vanish’d like a waff o’ reek.’’ 

Weel pleas’d to hear his pawky wit, 

The braw fowk laughed till like to split, 
An’ frae their purses clinkit doun 
The cheenge o’ mony an orra crown ; 
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This unco truth o’ humankind— 
That he wha hings a hungry mou’ 

While he that catches ilka chance 

An' win his fellow-men’s applause. 


LAMENT 


My Muse fu’ dowie faulds her wing, 

An’ nought but sabs an’ sighs she’ll bring 
An’ sad-eyed Sorrow bids me sing, 

How, like a wild bird journeying, 






O blythe it was I trow to trace 
The sweet saul in his manly face, 

His blue een sparkling kindly grace 

Rab dearly Io’ed the human race,— 

But Rab’s awa’! 

The puir newspaper chields may mourn 
If Rab should never mair return ; 

His words cam like a bick’rin burn 


He did them mony a friendly turn,— 
But Rab’s awa’! 


Play-actor billies round him hung, 
An’ listen’d to his silv’ry tongue, 
That sweet as ony clair’net rung 


He was the pride o’ auld ai 


The lang-haired literary' louns 

Will miss him for the royal boons 
He shower’d on a’ 
dollar bits as big’s half-crowns, 
But Rab’s awa’! 


Gold 





But whiles round Friendship's wreathed urn 
Hope's vestal fires fu' brightly burn ; 

An' though the vanish’d joys I mourn 
That blossomed braw, 


E DEATH OF JAMES FLEMING, 


Come a’ ye athletes crouse an’ keen, 
Frae Gallowa’ to Aberdeen, 

Wha like to loup or put the stane, 

Or rin a race. 

Come let the tear-draps frae your een 

The noble Fleming’s breath’d his last! 
My hamely muse stands maist aghast 
To mark how Fortune’s cauldrife blast. 
In hapless time, 


Has laid 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


O Jamie was a gallant chield 
As ever stood in open field ! 

To admiration aye appeal’d 

In ilka place. 


Nae pride had he like them langsyne, 



Like monv a gowk. 

But wrought his wark an’ gacd his gate 


When thrangin thousands in their glee 
Cam round the ring, 
Where Jamie in his majesty 

Was like a king! 





ey liked— 
track, 


But fleetly hameward on I 
When little headway they 
He led the whazzlin stragglers back 
In proud career, 
Fu’ fleetly springing and as swack 


MISCELLANEOUS . 


At caber-tossing, when the rest 

Had trauchled sair an’ dune their best, 

Wi’ power advanced— 

Then send it wi' a spring awa’ 

While owre the lave an ell or twa 

He garr’d it skyte! 


But Jamie’s strength and Jamie’s grace— 
The pride o’ Scotland's stalwart race— 
Has found a lang, lang resting place 
Beyond the deep, 

Where far Australia’s headlands trace 
Their rocky steep. 


But maybe 'yont the Southron seas, 

Like thistle-down upo’ the breeze. 

The wandering Scot 
May come, an' wi’ a tear bapteese 

Few earn a braver, kindlier name ; 

An’ though he’s cross’d dark Lethe's stre 
Frae human e'e, 

His memory, like a gowden dream, 
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MACTAVISH’S FEAST: A Yule Reminiscence. 


The merry feast at Yule, 
iut mony years hae pass’d sin’ syne, 

Hae dazzled baith my een ; 


)r ever thought or dream’d al 
Or heard about or saw, 
rhat unco feast MacTavish m; 


MACTA VISITS FI 
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An' proud they were, for ye maun ken 

The grace was said, the feast began 
Wi’ kail baith het an’ thin, 

An’ scowder’d bannocks, birselt brown, 

“Clean out your plates," MacTavish cried, 
“An’ bring the haggis in.” 


The bodies seem’d as glad 


Like shipwreck’d waifs that hail a sail, 
They cheer'd an’ cheered like mad ! 


Grim, gruesome-like, an’ black : 
The skin hung flypin doun the sides 
In wrinkles lang an’ slack. 

Like Jumbo hurklin doun to get 
The bairnies on his back. 



MACTAV1SIP S FEAST. 


O, then MacTavish smack'd his lips, 
An’ glower'd wi’ hungry e’e! 
‘•First pass the glorious dish amang 





They mump'd like rabbits at the stuff. 
Their chafts gied mony a twine; 
The Mayor wash'd twa'r three spoonfu’s 
Wi' waughts o’ Adam’s wine ; 

The editors for ance agreed, 

An’ said they liked it fine. 


“An’ fine it is,” MacTavish cried, 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


rc had this ilka day 


Would be but little fyke ; 

Sae lantern-chafted like. 

“Frae this day, henceforth, and for aye— 
Bear witness while I speak— 

I'll eat nae skelps o’ Texan steers 
That’s frizzled i' the reek ; 

I’ll hae a haggis just like this 
Made ready ilka week.” 

An’ down upon his chair at last 
The bauld MacTavish sat, 

An’ took a spoonfu’ o’ the dish ; 

Then, like a cankert cat. 

His whiskers bristled i’ the air, 

He glower’d, and futTd, and spat! 


1 Preserve’s ! ” MacTavish wildly cried, 
“Whaur is that dosent doilt, 


Our glorious feast has spoilt? 

He’s warm’d the haggis by mistak’,— 



MACTAVISH'S FEAST. 


“But, freends, though ui 
A gleam o’ glory gilds i 


For dear auld Scotland’s s 
Some cheer'd an’ lauch’d, son 

Convinced against your \v 
But a’ agreed to droun their 
In stoups o’ barmy yill. 






plain— 


THE WESTERN WAIF. 

And his face was haggard and grim ; 
And a hundred curious, eager eyes 
Look'd stern and glared at him ; 

Nor friend had he in that motle3* throng 

And ever as link by link they brought 
The story from near and far, 

And ever as darker the picture grew 
With the shadow of bolt and bar, 

He look’d for Jim as the mariner looks 
For the light of the polar star. 








Although he's short on a limb, 

And maybe Jim aint a-caring to hear 

That I’m speakin’ this way about him ;— 
Say, Judge—you orter let up on a man 
That’s gotten a brother like Jim ! 

“And s’pos’n’ I’ve done what I ortent a done, 

The State hasn't done what it orter a done 
To a good un like Jim, d’ye see ;— 

Say, Judge—God pardons the sinner because 
Christ died upon Calvary ! ” 



And they aren’t straitlaced in those 

If the law said this or the law said 
But they cried to give him a sh 
And so for the worth of the noble 
They let the wild waif go. 





Jim 
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